The Safety Catch

old dear spoke to me in the tea-tent. She promised to get your
autograph for her grandson, and didn't like to speak to you till you
were alone, and you never were. So I told her I'd ask you and send
it on to her."

Mr. Grindrod flipped open the pages, and indicated one of a pale
pink. "Anywhere here, me lady," he said, handing her a fountain-
pen.

Lady Procreme entered her flourish of a signature.

"Not a characteristic Waller ending, Mr. Grindrod," she
said.

"No, me'lady," said Mr. Grindrod gallantly. "But a great deal
happier, if I may say so."

As the red car slipped away into the dusk, Mr. Grindrod was
reflective.

"Sweet woman that," he said. "No tellin' where a chap would
get with a wife like that."

"Have you talked to Lord Procreme?" asked John.

"No. Never said a word to him first or last," said Mr. Grindrod,

"Well, he's the current answer," said John.

V

Lady Procreme went into the drawing-room, where Princeps
was sprawling ia a deep chair, with a whisky and soda in his hand.
She sank into a chair and told him to give her gin. As he handed it
to her, he frowned upon her.

"Why the devil did you give this party?" he said. "Do you even
know what the Movement's aims and methods are?"

Lady Procreme put her empty glass down, sank her head
back against the cushions and looked up at him. "I never could
bear to listen about that," she said. "But I love the Movement.
Such fun."
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